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It is tradition for humor mags like 
CRAZY to print letters from 'BIG 
NAME CELEBRITIES* to show that 
famous people read the same junk 
everyone else reads. Well, CRAZY 
has its own big shots to brag about, 
so here’s a couple of letters we re¬ 
cently received by really big shot 
type people. For the rest of you big 
shots out there in CRAZYIand, aren’t 
you sorry you didn’t write to us yet? 
Well, you still have a chance next 
issue. Hurry up, and don't say we 
didn’t warn you. 


Dear CRAZY; 

If you thought I was going to get 
upset and angry at the spoof of The 
Starlost you included in your July 
issue, clearly you have been living 
in some frozen tundra land, and have 


It isn’t fair. It really isn’t. We had 
this fantastic cover painting by KEL¬ 
LY FREAS showing our friendly 
neighborhood Nebbish sitting out¬ 
side the White House listening in on 
conversations, when suddenly the 
Beast That Devoured Washington 
was no longer there. Oh, this was a 
brilliant cover. We guarantee that 
you would have loved it. It was bril¬ 
liant, masterfully painted, and expen¬ 
sive. Boy was it expensive. Hoo hah 
—two years of budgets blown to co¬ 
coa puffs. Well, in the tradition that 
first formed CRAZY, we panicked. 
We needed a cover instantly. One 
member of the CRAZY CREW, Ing¬ 


mar The Pencil Sharpener, suggest¬ 
ed that we print Nixon’s face smiling 
at the reader with the caption “Buy 
this magazine or we’ll reinstate the 
President.'' We considered that too 
great a threat to make, so the idea 
was dropped. Sanchez of the Mail 
Room said we should have a Nixon 
stamp with the words “Cancelled’’ 
stamped over it. A third person sug¬ 
gested we print a picture of Don Mc¬ 
Gregor on the cover, but for that we 
would have had to spring him from 
prison after killing Editor Marv Wolf- 
man in CRAZY #6, and Marv was 
decidedly against the idea anyway. 
At last, Smiling Stan Lee. the guy 


missed my endless and eighty-deci¬ 
bel complaints about what was done 
to a perfectly workable tv concept 
by card-carrying brain damage 
cases. For half a year I watched in- 
epts, mediocres, thieves and hydro¬ 
cephalics gut my series. I've written 
whole tracts on it, fer chrissakes! 
Angry? Upset? Not on your pseudo¬ 
nym, baby! 

I LOVED IT!!! 

In fact, my compliments to 
Marv, Roy and Jean, lovely Steve 
Gerber, terrific Robert Graysmith, 
and even poor old Stan (by the way, 
are they letting him have visitors 
yet?) for the only full-out, unre¬ 
strained bellylaughs I’ve had in 
weeks. In the day-to-day nickel & 
dime madness we charismatic ce¬ 
lebrities have to suffer, he said, 
scuffing his toe in the cow-flop, your 
parody was a bright “solar star' of 
joy. I'm only sorry it didn’t go on for 
about five more pages. Please send 
a copy to Ben Bova at Analog: he 
suffered along with me. 

Thanks again for a delightful side- 
bar to the horrors that made up the 
bulk of my association with The 
Starlost. 

HARLAN ELLISON 
Ellison Wonderland, Calif. 

Harlan Ellison is a big shot TV and 
Science Fiction writer, and his latest 
movie, “A Boy And His Dog,” which 
was previewed at the science fic¬ 
tion convention mentioned above, 
will soon be coming to your neigh¬ 
borhood theaters. The title may be 
changed by the time you see it, but 
if you like true-life Walt Disney ani¬ 
mal movies, you’ll hate this one. On 
the other hand ... 


Leaving the vociferous Mr. Ellison 
and his talking dog behind, let’s 
move on to this lengthy, detailed let¬ 
ter sent to us by William Peter Blatty, 
writer and producer of “The Exor¬ 
cist” and other such world-shaking 
movie classics like “John Goldfarb, 
Please Come Home.” 

Dear CRAZY: 

I think it's (“The Ecchorcist’’— 
CRAZY #6) extremely funny. 

BILL BLATTY 


There was much more to Mr. 
Blatty’s letter, but since most of it 
held secrets that mortals should not 
be made aware of, we’ve decided to 
withold the rest of this highly secret 
missive. 

Now then, since we’ve finished 
touting our big shots, let’s move on to 
the little guys... those brave people 
who actually go out there and buy 
each issue of CRAZY instead of re¬ 
ceiving a free gratis copy: 

CRAZY #6 was the fifth issue of 
CRAZY I’ve read, and I think your 
magazine is great. When Harvey 
Kurtzman started MAD comics back 
in '52 and changed it into MAD mag¬ 
azine, he must've really had some¬ 
thing going. After he left and failed 
with TRUMP and HUMBUG, etc., 
CRACKED and SICK, among many 
others, were born, using MAD's 
format and completion, and are, I 
think, the only late '50s survivors. 

After trying them out, I dropped 
them and kept reading MAD. Your 
mag, however, is somehow different. 
Its format is almost completely orig : 
inal, and I hope it survives because 
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m btGINNING A 
^ IN LAS VEGA 


Send all letters, post cards, 
candygrams, flowers, 
and dirty pictures to 
TAKE A LETTER TO CRAZY 
CRAZY Magazine, 

575 Madison Avenue, 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


who presents the title CRAZY on 
page three of each issue of this mag, 
said, "I've got it, gang! I want Kelly 
to paint eleven million Norwegians 
praying to a statue that somewhat re¬ 
sembles a jar of Ovaltine." We sent 
the idea to Kelly, but Kelly was un¬ 
able to oaint it because he was ac¬ 
cepting his nine millionth "Hugo" 
award for Best Professional Artist at 
the World Science Fiction Conven¬ 
tion this past Labor Day weekend. 

We tried to get Norman Rockwell 
to paint our cover, but the famous 
illustrator said "Blahhh!" and stuck 
out his tongue in disgust at the mere 
thought of doing a cover for us. Stu 


Schwartzberg suggested we ask 
Pablo Picasso to paint the cover, but 
the late artist turned over in his 
grave at the idea. 

Finally, Nick Cardy came to our 
rescue asking only that he didn't 
have to draw eleven million Nor¬ 
wegians praying to a jar or Ovaltine 
as it was against his religion or some 
such. We were desperate and so the 
cover you looked at a few pages 
back was the small compromise we 
made. Thanks, Nick—you helped us 
out of a tight jam. But we still think 
the eleven million Norwegians 
would have been funnier. So, 
Nyahhh! 


A buddy of mine bet me a sub¬ 
scription to CRAZY that I couldn’t 
get a letter printed in the CRAZY 
letter column. 

I want to thank you all for helping 
me get that subscription. 


it (thank God for this) did not do 
what CRACKED and SICK did, main¬ 
ly go like MAD 100%. Although MAD 
stays No. 1 on my list, you are, with¬ 
out a doubt, No. 2 and climbing. I'm 
glad to see Kelly Freas on mag cov¬ 
ers again after he left MAD's covers, 
and I hope he stays with you. Let's 
see more like "Flot-Rods of The 
Gods?", "Man, Myrth and Magic" 
and ' Rock 'n Rolling Stone." Keep 
up those "Moosekind" by Bob Fos¬ 
ter. Loved"The Ecchorcist’and "The 
Walnuts," let’s see more. "Water¬ 
gate Graffiti" on the back of CRAZY 
#6 Was superb and 1000%—yes 
1000% original. Never saw anything 
better! Put in more "Poli-Tickles," 
“Just Plain Folks" and ''Fumettis." 
"If People Really Needed The Ex¬ 
orcist” was wunderbar. "Commer¬ 
cials That Drive You CRAZY” are 
good, Nos. 1, 2, 5, and 6 were the 
best, and your subscription ads are 
a helluva lot better than MAD's and 
CRACKED’s. Don’t fold like a few 
other Marvel Unfortunates. CRAZY 
is by far MARVEL’S best Humor mag. 


every other letter we received. We’d 
like to say that, but then, we’d be 
lying if we did. Pooj on you, Caleb. 


JOE GULICK 
Lubbock, Texas 
Look, we’ll take subscriptions any 
way we can get ’em. We’re not 
proud. 


I think CRAZY is better than Mad. 
J’ve read every issue of CRAZY, 
“CRAZY'S Crazies," and "Commer¬ 
cials That Drive You Crazy," are the 
best features you run. "The Ecchor- 
cist" was great. 


ART WEIR 
Cleveland, Ohio 


In your letter column people com¬ 
pare you with other magazines. I 
like to think of CRAZY as the maga¬ 
zine! 


I read your first issue and thought 
it should have been your last issue. 
It was so bad I was ashamed I ever 
bought it. 

Now that I’ve read your latest is¬ 
sue I found the magazine has im¬ 
proved. 

In Issue #6 Marv Wolfman and 
Vance Rodewalt proved their abil¬ 
ities with their "Ecchorcist" take off. 
And Paul Lewis and Marie Severin 
produced your very best article on 
"The Ultimate Quiz Show." 

With work like this, you may just 
beat Mad. 


KEN NORTON 
Greenville, S.C. 


JAKE CARTER, JR 
Phila. Pa 


We like to think of CRAZY as the 
magazine, too, Ken. Only everyone 
else would rather think of us as the 
ex-magazine. 


I'd like to say that I think Bob Fos¬ 
ter’s "History Of Moosekind" has 
been the best feature in all six is¬ 
sues of CRAZY. I’d also like to say 
that I think your mag is the best, 
next to Mad, Cracked, Sick, Lam¬ 
poon, TV Guide, Saturday Evening 
Post, etc. 


CALEB ABEYTA 
(No Address Given) 


DARREN SHAPIRO 
Forest Hills, N.Y. 


We’d like to say that your letter is 
the best letter we received next to 
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As part of our Law and Order issue, we present 
an allegedly funny version of a TV cops and crime 
show. The alleged perpetrators, writer and artist, 
are male Caucasians who are unarmed but con¬ 
sidered dangerous to the survival of Crazy Mag¬ 
azine when they come up with junk like- 




Kid, this is Sgt. Joe 
Shootfurst. He'll be 
your partner while 
you're a probationary 
cop. He's a tough old 
pro with a lot ot street 


Joe! That was little 
Jose, the coffee boy. 
He was just reachin' 
for his comb! 


Like I said, kid —he's got 
a lot of street smarts. 
Indoors is another matter. 


Sorry, chief —but it 
could've been a gun. 
#»,> *@ % people - 
always combin' their 
#@ *® % hair! Watch 
the press blow this 


Down, everybody! 
A suspect reachin' 
for his gun! 


smarts, so stick by him 




lookout for a PHD from 
NYU running around in his 
BVD's-last seen boarding 
an IRT train eating a BLT 
plain-R.S.l/.P.-10-4. 
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This here's the rape 
suspect! Now go 
ahead an’ question 
him, but use 
sneakers-not those 
pointy Italian shoes! 


Joe! You just kicked 
one of our undercover 


I'm worried, 
chiefy. 1 think 
the police 
commissioner 
has figured out 
I'm not really 


Boom —it was 
difficult 
explaining how 
50 police cars 
ended up in a 
men's room at 
Grand Central 
Station, but... 


tr... can I 
see you a 
moment, sir? 


here to dispatch 
police cars, but 


I guess I jumped the 
gun a bit, kid. But I'm 
really not the hardnose 
you think I... 
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This is New York, kid. The 
Big Apple! The Big Apple has 
a lot of Worms in it. (I’m 
speaking allegorically, of 
course!)—It's our job to rid 
the Apple of these Worms so 
the good people can walk 
the streets again. H'm 
speaking in metaphysical 
terms now.)-Furthermore, 


The chief called me a 
green, stupid, naive 
kid! Imagine that! 
Oh! Oh! I just heard 
the hahy mo v e, honey! 


You're really not 
i green, naive kid, 
honey. You're a 
strong, sensitive, 
principled man. 


Today I'm going to 
show you the routine 
involved in booking 
a suspect. But tell me 
-what do you think 
of the story so far? 


Well, personally, I 
think there's only one 
thing more boring to 
watch than the old 
hardnose-veteran-cop 
-clashes-with-young- 
idealistic-rookie-cop 


Oh yeah? 
Whatsay? 
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We musn't 
overlook the 
strong possibility 
that Jose's comb 
might've been 
loaded! 


I'm with the New 
York police 
department. Are 
you the father of 
the allegedly deac 
coffee boy, Jose 
con Leche? 


Still, if we want to 
be fair, we musn't 
overlook one 
important factor. 


Sir, I just want 
to impress upon 
you and the rest 
of the family 
that not all cops 
are trigger happy 
bigots suspicious 
of everyone of 
olive-skinned 
persuasion. 


Gee Willikers-what I’m 
tryin' to say is-can't we 
all be friends?—er, 
amigos? Can't we work 
together for 


together for peace, 
brotherhood and a better 


































D-does that chalk 
outline on the 
sidewalk mark 
the spot where 
my husband 
landed when 
these people 
threw him out 
of their fifth 
floor window? 


No, that chalk 
outline is what's left 
of your husband after 
these people threw 
him out of their fifth 
floor window! 




... and that means we go 
to an arty-shmarty freeze 
frame with police calls 
crackling all around. So 


freeze! 



nil 
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The marketplace for everything that is dumb, published each issue 
by the magazine that dares to be dumb. 


CRAZY RATES HAMBURGERS 

The CRAZY crew blew our entire budget for 
this month's CONSUMER CATALOGUE 
($2.73) to buy eleven hundredhamburgers front the 
many fast-food chains that have sprung up across 
the country. In this fir si consumer column we will 
spare no words, we will tell the hard truth no matter 
who must be hurt. We will bite the hand that feeds 
us—badly. However, since even the dinkiest of 
hamburger joints has a budget for lawsuits larger 
than the budget CRAZY has set aside for protec¬ 
tive suits (or even double-breasted suits),we're 
gonna change a few names to protect us. No fools 
wc. 


each requested a special order. One asked if instead 
of a pickle he could have a hundred dollar bill, 
while another wanted a split-level condominium in 
Miami instead of his lettuce. The counterperson 
refused the split-level outright and only gave a fifly 
dollar bill and two quarters instead of one hundred 
dollars. 

We suggest you think twice about Burger 
Queen. 


There you have it—the absolute truth only tar¬ 
nished by a bunch of lies we made up. Be with us 
next time as CRAZY compares Politicians. 

If you wish to antagonize people wearing glas¬ 
ses, lick your finger while speaking with them, and 
then run your wet finger down their lenses. This 
will cause momentary hatred for everything you 
stand for and will probably result in your quick 
demise. 


CRAZY RATES THE 
ALPHABET 


c) The pickles which are placed on all their 
hamburgers despite your wishes are really 
iimeriubes left over from Eve1 Knievel's disastrous 
leap into Snake River Canyon. 

d) The bun is really made from old film from 
“My Little Margie'' rejects. We suggest you avoid 
MacRonalds at all cost. 


BURGER QUEEN 


A little known and never revealed fact is that you 
can nothave it your way at Burger Queen. Wc sent 
Sanchezoflhe Mail Room to our local Burger Queen 
store and we received the following report. “Jes, I 
as' 'em f hoi - d'pickle, hoi' d'lcttcce, hoi' 
d'burger ’cause dat upset us, an' dey lake da two 
12 


CRAZY’S HAMBURGERS OH THE MARCH 


We went to Colonel Chicken and asked for chic¬ 
ken for two to go But Colonel Chicken does not 
have an order for two. They have a snack for one, 
and buying two of these would not be enough for a-, 
dinner for two. They do have a dinner for three, but 
that is too much for two, and since Korean Orphans 
refuse to eat Colonel Chicken, we could not send 
our extra chicken there. At last we came upon a 
solution. We travelled down the New York's 
famed Bowery, a district noted for starving people 
falling down in front of your car, and spent two- 
and-a-half days searching for people to share a 
bucket for fourteen people. At last we found some 
brave volunteers. Three survived. 


buns an' steeck em up my nose." 

Because we wished to make further tests, we sent 
twelve CRAZY editors to the local store and they 


MAC RONALDS 


Our first stop on our non-stop eating spree was 
the local MacRonalds fora quick Big Rac, a shake, 
and an order of french fries logo. After battling our 
way through a crowd of screaming kids demanding 
an autograph from some clown in a clown suit 
calling himself Donald MacRonald, we finally 
managed to get the food. 

Our vast CRAZY laboratory (two pairs of mag¬ 
nifying lenses and a Robert Petry dish) sprang into 
action. These are the shocking facts: 

a) MacRonalds Hamburgers are no! made from 
mead Yes. that’s true. They are made from old 
Pinky Lee Fan Club bullous which have been 
ground and shaped into patties. 

b) The secret sauce used on Big Kac's has the 
same ingredients that remove spots in K2R spot 
remover. 


We were fascinated by the concept of speaking 
nlo a clown's head from your car and giving your 
irder to the Jerk In The Box counterpeople inside 
lie store, but we wanted to sec if Jerk In The Box 
liscriminaled against forms of transportation not 
lutomobiles. We sent Marlon Brando (no, not the 


Marlon Brando. How would jerks like us ever meet 
that one) out on his rubber band propelled skate 
board to test the service and food at Jerk In The 
Box. Marion drove up behind two Chevies and an 
Impala. Not the car . . .the animal. At last, Mar¬ 
lon reached the speaker and requested a Jerk Steak, 
a shake, and an order of fries. The voice at the other 
end repeated Marlon's order saying that Marlon 
requested a night out in New York City, seventeen 
tickets to watch re-runs of the Perry Como show, 
and an autographed baseball signed by the Amaz¬ 
ing Spider-Man. Marlon repeated his order and the 
voice came back saying Marlon was asking fora 
dale with the Lennon Sisters and a cure for /.its. 

We strongly suggest you avoid Jerk In The Box 
unless you have a very loud voice. 


JERK IN THE BOX 


COLONEL CHICKEN 


We realize that this Chiken outfit does not sell 
hamburgers, but since all fast-food chains' food 
tastes the same anyway, we decided it was proper to 
compare hamburgers with chickens in this in¬ 
stance . 


After seventeen exhaustive years of research, 
CRAZY scientists doctors Mr. and Mrs. Socretes 
Forbush have concluded that the letter “C” is the 
best letter in the alphabet. Any words or names 
which do not begin with a “C" are bad words or 
names and should be punished. "C” has a cute 
shape; it's almost round but doesn't quite make it. 
A "C" never hurt anyone without due reason, and 
it is never any trouble in a restaurant. Furthermore, 
“C" hardly ever carries any disease lhat is easily 
passed on to other consenting letters of the alphabet. 
"R's" are considered the most dangerous. Words 
that begin with an "R” tend to be deadly, some¬ 
times homicidal, usually paranoid with overt sex¬ 
ual problems. Don't ever trust the "R." "L’s" can 
be trusted, but watch your step with this letter. It 
hasaquick lemperwhich can easily flair up. "B's" 
are tile most congenial letters. Everyone likes a 
"B." They're harmless, not too intelligent, but 
what the hhy, right? “B's" can lie your best friend 
after "C" so treat them well. 


Writer: MARV WOLFMAN 






Remember when you were a kid and you read the humorous antics off that pint-sized 
friendly ghost? Well, did you ever stop and think that the ghost in question had to be 
dead? Was it murdered? Did it die of some horrible disease? How come it doesn't have any 
hair? Or ears? Well, CRAZY Magazine decided to unveil the facts for the first time ... so 
here's the truth behind all the lies about... 










the deadbaby 
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Writer: MARV WOLFMAN Artist: MARI E SEVERIIN 




































































































Newspapers are dying! Where once every city had four 
or five major dailies, now there are only one or two. 

Why is circulation falling? Why aro newspapers dying 

every day? Well, one reason might be because they're 
dull. So CRAZY, taking the enormous task in hands to 
right all wrongs, to dream impossible dreams, to cross 
traffic lights during the yellow blinking signal, CRAZY 
now has come up with a solution to take the dull 
out of your daily paper ... 


Writer: BARRY HEPP 
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150 PEOPLE WOUNDED 
IN PARKING 
GARAGE AMBUSH 

Another St. Valentines Day 
Massacre? 


Chicago, Feb. 14. A downtown parking j 
garage was the site today of what offi- , I 
cials are calling the most horrifying | os S 
incident in this city since the St. Valen- anf ] 
tines Day Massacre. sa ,i 

“Hell, they even did it on Valentines f ro l 
Day, just like Al Capone," said one by- | le -.| 
stander. “Except this time a hundred thtl 
fifty people got it." .' 

Authorities say they have one of the V01 
perpetrators in custody. The man, Ste- ij 0 
ven Clyde, bragged about his feat when 
he spoke to reporters about the inci- Q r 
dent. er 

“First of all we lined them all up 
against the wall," he began. “Boy, were 
they scared. They knew what was com¬ 
ing. Then we took out our weapons and 
they got even more scared. A couple of B 
them even fainted before we shot them." dr 
Clyde, who is a male nurse from the p ‘ 
Chicago Blood Donation Clinic, said it th 
was natural for people to be afraid of las 
the hypodermic needle. dm 

"I suppose it's the puncture wound sta S] 
people fear the most 


out ,m*re 


—" at a P re ss conference 
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. said Clyde, whose D 
clinic had blood donation stations set Stoi 
up all over the city during the annual sla .| 

mel 
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Valentine's Day “Help the Heart with 
Blood" drive. 

"I w-as fortunate to have my station tc. 
in a parking garage," Clyde said. "We *>i| 
could sort of ambush people as they got es 

out of their cars—you know, make them S: 

feel guilty if they didn't give. I guess J 
we convinced enough people because A 
wo set a new oil time record today." I 
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PSYCHOPATH KILLS! 

80 CHILDREN SUFFOCATED! 

Only One Survives Asphyxiation 


IS- Washington D.C., June 10. A man pns- 
>a- ing as ar. encyclopedia salesman board- 
: 1 . ed a bus loaded with eighty school chil- 

a dren this morning, and drove them to a 
im scorching, unventilated room where 
>w they were then suffocated. Only one of 

;al the children survived asphyxiation. 

— “There just wasn’t very much oxygen 
r'n in the place,” said one official at the 
j.e scene. "It felt like a specially prepared 
n- oven. All the guy had to do was shut 
the door on those kids, and they’d suffo- 
er cate." 

es The man responsible. James Hart- 
man, 46, said it was his moral obligation 
ng to eliminate the children. But in what 
> v- must have been a moment of sorrow, he 
added poignantly: 

ol “I can imagine that it was horrible 
as for those kids, gasping for breath, know¬ 
ing they would soon meet their end." 
'or The sole survivor, Linda Grasso, 
te- age 14, agreed that it was agonising and 
of said it was a miracle she survived as¬ 
phyxiation. 

l a “I suffocated right along with all the 

ed. other contestants in that hot, dusty 
'he auditorium,” said Linda, who won the 
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HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 

Part VIII—A glimpse at Moosekind’s role in the rise and fall of the Herd Reich 




Hamburg-er 


FRAHKF UHTq 


AQj.fH.lfl 


Germany today 


Later, CELTIC and TEUTONIC 
herds from various parts of Europe 
and Asia settled in Germany. 

Records show that around 300 
B.C.,two other civilizations immi¬ 
grated to the region. One was the 
WOLF, which came from the North, 
around the Baltic Sea. The other 
was the SHEEP, which came from 
the South-east, around MOOSE- 
POTAMIA. 

The tension that resulted from 
this triangular coexistence set the 
tone for the balance of German 
history. The WOLVES became 
politicians and soldiers, the SHEEP 
became businessmen, and the 
MOOSES remained farmers and 
common citizens. 

After the Roman Legions were 
defeated in 9 A.D. German herds be¬ 
gan grazing throughout western 
Europe, England, and Spain. 

Around 800A J).,GHARLEMOOSE 
became the first German Emperor 
of the Roman Empire. 


Ein tourencheaper obem das auto¬ 
bahn auf historendeutschland mit 
herr Doktor Melville Moose, VFW, 
BO, und PU. 

Der herr Doktor ist recognizen 
in das worldenwiden as ein gros- 
senvisenoggin auf das “Master 
Herd." 


As I sat grazing from the window 
of my hotel room in downtown 
Hamburger, Germany (home of the 
hot dog), I thought back to the days 
of my youth when my relatives told 
me tales of my family ancestry. 
Apparently another branch of the 
Moose Family tree had its roots in 
Teutonic soil. Mv great-great-great 
grandcow was born in Frankfurt 
(home of the hamburger). 

Around 500,000 B.C.,the famous 
HEIDELBURG MOOSE roamed 
German soil. His fossil remains 
were discovered in 1907. 

Around 100,000 B.G., the Rhine¬ 
land was the home of the NEAN¬ 
DERTHAL MOOSE. 


Writer & Artist: BOB FOSTER 
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The three major 
herds of Germany 
are the Wolf, the 
Sheep, and the 
Moose 




From 1095 to 1200 German 
Mooses participated in the 
CRUSADES, which was an 
attempt to recover the HOLY 
PASTURES from the MOOS 
LEMS. 

In 1450 the art of printing 
was nearly discovered by 
JOHANN MUTTONBERG, an 
eminent member of SHEEP 
population. When he sent 
his suit to be cleaned and 
pressed he forgot about the 
can of alphabet soup he had 
left in his jacket. Capitaliz¬ 
ing on the messy results, Jo¬ 
hann hurried home to work 
on an idea, and before long 
he produced the famous 
MUTTONBERG SOUP CAN, 
which could not be pressed 
and could be left safely in 
his suit. 

Between 1465 and 1528 the 

two great artists HOOFS 
MOOSEBEIN DEF ELDER- 
GEEZER and HOOFS MOOS- 
BEIN DER WHIPPERSNAP- 
PER produced a long line of 
masterpieces that spanned 
two generations. 

In the eighteenth century 
musical masterpieces were 
created by LUDWIG VAN 
BEATHOOFIN, GEORGE FRE¬ 
DERICK IIOOFEL (best known 
for his HOOFEL'S MOOSIAH), 
and RICHARD WAGMOOS 
(author of the opera “DIE 
MOOSTERSINGER’). 

The architect of German 
unity was OTTO VAN BIS- 
MOOSE. In 1871 the FIRST 
REICH was established and 
in 1867 North and South Ger¬ 
many were united to form the 
SECOND REICH. 

With the end of World War 
I the Second Reich collapsed. 

In 1919 the WEIMOOSE 
REPUBLIC was established 
and was ruled by two legis¬ 
lative bodies: the REICHS- 
WOLF, representing the rul¬ 
ing class (Wolves), and the 
REICHSTAG, representing the 
farmers and common citizens 
(Mooses). The businessmen 
(Sheep) were not represent¬ 
ed. BAA's of protest were 
voiced but the Sneep were ig¬ 
nored. 

In 1925 Field Marshall 
PAUL VON HINDENWOLF be¬ 
came President of Germany. 
Hindenwolf ruled with an iron 
paw and the discontent of 
the unrepresented Sheep be¬ 
came more evident. 



Emperor Charlemoose 


The Muttonberg soup can 


“Portrait of a Merchant’’ by Hoofs 
Moosebein der Whippersnapper 


Ludwig Van Beathoofin 


A scene from the opera 
“Die Moostersinger” 


Otto Van Bismoose 


The “Red Moose”, 
World War 1 flying ace 
Moosfred Von Richthoofin 


Paul Von Hindenwolf 
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A 1932 meeting of the Brown Furs 


It was at this time that there 
appeared on the political scene 
a Wolf Commandant who pro¬ 
mised to rectify the situation. 
His name was ADOLF SHEEP- 
LEGRABBER, head of a mili¬ 
tant group known as the 
BROWN FURS. 

In 1923, Sheeplegrabber had 
been jailed for early attempts 
to seize power. It was during 
his term in jail that he wrote 
his blueprint for the conquest 
of Germany and Europe: 
“YOUTH IN ASIA.” 

Released in 1924, he took on 
a new image and in 1930 staged 
rallies to win the support of 
the Sheep. 

In 1933, Sheeplegrabber 
was appointed Chancellor of 
Germany. When Von Hidenwolf 
died in 1934, Sheeplegrabber 
became master of Germany. 
His plans to rectify the non¬ 
representation of the Sheep 
was in reality a plan to do away 
with an important segment of 
the Sheep population. He 
initated a program to eliminate 
the EWES. 

Allied herds took action to 
rectify that situation and in 
1945 Sheeplegrabber and his 
armies were defeated, mark¬ 
ing the fall of the HERD REICH. 


Sheeplegrabber’s old image His new image as “Der Furrier 


A 1937 rally at Elchburg in honor of Sheeplegrabber 


ABOVE: General Dwight D. 
Eisenhowler, Commander of the 
Allied Herds. 

RIGHT: The “Desert Moose," Erwin 
Rommoose, Commander of the 
“Afrika Herd." 


“Der Furrier” reviews his 
‘moose-stepping’ troops as they pass 
in parade in 1939 
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The Moocedes-Bunz 


‘he Elchswagen 


iW* £ t 

j.VA 

jQlSwC 


Marlene Moosrich in 
“The Blue Antler” 


Werner Von Moose 


Albert Elchstein 


Since 1948, Germany has 
consisted of two zones: East 
and West. East Germany is 
controlled by the Russians, 
while West Germany is under 
Democratic rule, as initiated in 
1949 by the first Chancellor of 
West Germany, KONRAD ANT- 
LERNAUER. 

Today both German states 

belong to the United Herds. 

Happily, many memorable 
contributions to the betterment 
of Moosekind have emerged 
from this strife-tom nation. 
For example, besides the ever- 
popular economy car the 
ELCHSWAGEN, there is the 
luxurious MOOCEDES-BUNZ. 

Space technology owes much 
to the work of rocketry expert 
WERNER VON MOOSE. 

Arid it was the German cine¬ 
ma that gave the world the im¬ 
mortal MARLENE MOOSRICH, 
star of the film classic “THE 
BLUE ANTLER,”- directed by 
JOSEPH VON STERNBULL. 
Other film classics of the era 
were “DR. BAMOOS,” and 
FRITZ MOOSE’S “MOOSTROP- 
OLIS.” 

And the world of science 

will be forever indebted to the 
German physicist ALBERT 
ELCHSTEIN for his discoveries 
in the field of Atomic Energy. 
He was noted also for his 
theory of RELATIVITY: “If 

S our mother and father don't 
ave children, chances are 
that you won’t either.” 


A scene from Fritz Moose’s 
“Moostropolis” 

7T~“77' T ! 


ABOVE: Plans for a rocket 
designed by Werner Von Moose 
RIGHT: Dr. Melville Moose 
visits one of Germany’s splendid 
castles along the picturesque 
Rind River. 






Cops and Robbers. 
Graft and Corruption. 
Good and Evil. 
And other such 
dumbness, in another 
action-packed 
episode of ... 















































What is love? A commitment? A deep sharing between two people? The sincere feeling that another's wel¬ 
fare is more important than one's own? Yes. Love is all those things. And one more. Love is a commodity. An 
extra ingredient in a toothpaste... a fringe benefit of owning a certain automobile... the prime reason for 
purchasing billions of dollars' worth of soaps, shampoos, hair dyes, and cosmetics. And as if that weren't 
enough, love also comes pre-packaged...! 



I wanted no part of their perversity, horror, and shame! I begged 

"PLEASE, MOMMY- rnLLEGE!" 


Tales ol love 

that could be yours - 

but hopelully 
wont 
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I tossed my body to it bit-by-bit. . ar 

THE CATCHER’S MITT THAT LOVED ME 

Mmm, how it snagged my curves! 


FIVE WOMEN „ r 
TELL HOW TO MAKE 

HV * IUBM 


I WAS A HURT! 


For $30 an hour 
and 30? an 


Writer: STEVE GERBER Artist: MARIE SEVERIN 









Get thee to a nunnery !" he would cry, and when / 

refused, my bottom was hell bent for leather. 
And yet, his touch was heaven . . . 


I t was a sunny Saturday like any other, and the something really sensuous, So I rang the bell. 
Silver Springs, Maryland, McRonald’s Ham- He answered, dressed in a burlap smoking jack- 

burger Restaurant was filled with children. There et—and nothing else. Before I could even turn 

was laughter in the air and goatmeat, too, for the and run, he passioned my ear again and dragged 

children were happily pelting one another with me inside by the lobe. He threw me savagely onto 

their food. The Muzak tapes were playing "Tie A his couch and seized a leather bullwhip which 

Yellow Ribbon 'Round the Old Barcalounger," hung above the mantle. "But, senator," I stam- 

and I was humming along as I went about my work. mered, ' why are you doing this to me?" 

I had the most important job in the restaurant: His globular belly rose and fell in rhythm to his 

plucking any unground goat hooves out of the laughter. Also in rhythm to "Tie A Yellow Ribbon 
hamburger as they sizzled on the griddle. 'Round the Old Barcalounger,” which I found my- 

Sometimes, though, when I started to get blis- self humming again, inexplicably. "I'm not a sena- 

ters on my fingertips, the manager would tell me tor," he chortled. "I’m a flagellist monk!" 

to take a few minutes off and work at the'fcounter He kissed every part of me except my left nos- 
instead. That’s where I was when he walked in. tril, and once I had removed the straw, he kissed 
He looked exactly like Teddy Kennedy, except that too. (The straw, that is.) 
that he was short, plump, dressed in a burlap robe, When he finished with me, he threw me off the 
and had no hair. His eyes twinkled and his red, couch onto the floor and plopped his fungus-rid- 

bulbous nose glistened as he spoke. "I’d like two den feet on my tummy. "What’s your name?” he 

Big Racs, two large orders of fries, and a Cook%- asked. 

Cola, heavy on the cup.” His voice was deep, but "Lovetta Hiddrop," I said, 

soft. He spoke with authority, like a man used to "What a stupid name," he sneered, kicking me 

getting whatever he wanted. No doubt about it. in the face. "I hope you don’t expect me to like 
He had charisma. you with a name like that." 

As I handed him his food, I couldn't resist asking, "No. I guess not,” I said,keeping a stolid face. 
"Hey, are you a whip or something?" But I was ready to burst out in tears. 

He smiled, and his hand reached out and grab- He seized me by the lobe again and threw me 
bed my left ear. I felt my body come alive with un- naked out onto the lawn. Head hanging below my 
controllable passion, and my toes, too. "I whip the knees, I straggled back to my '63 Corvair and 
majority,” he said. "Why not come visit me at my drove home. 

palatial digs tonight, and I'll show you how.” I The next day, plucking goat hooves, I heard his 
agreed at once. He jotted down his address on a voice again. He was talking to Prettia Peedeepeep, 
napkin,andtomake sure I wouldn'tforget,hestuck another waitress and my best friend. I couldn’t 

a straw up my left nostril almost all the way to my stand the pain in my heart, so I threw a goat hoof 

brain. I should have known then that something into his mouth. I shouted at the top of my voice, 

was not right, but I didn't. I had never been to any- "He's not a senator, Prettia! He’s' a monk-beater!!" 

one’s palatial digs, you dig? He ran from the McRonald's and didn't look back. 

That night, I drove my '63 Corvair down Palatial I was happy now, because I’d saved Prettia a 
Digs Drive and stopped outside his house. I was a terribly beating, and I’d learned my lesson: goat 

little nervous, but remembering my ear passion, I hooves are better than senators. It’s best to stick 

wanted to see what might happen if he touched to your own kind. 
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“Start wit’ zc grapes,” said Castra. “Rub zem all over 
ze bodee, squoosh-squoosh, before making osh-osh.” 

“I suppose some kinds of individuals like grapes,” Bet- 
tina said with a grimace, “but for me, the starting point 
has to be the orange.” 

“Yeah, yeah. All very true. But if you ask me, a day 
without a banana,” Angelica inserted, “is like a day with¬ 
out sunshine.” 

“I don’t agree at all,” said Donada. “Give me a firm, 
full pear shape anytime.” 

“Apples are the apple of my eye,” Effervesca insisted. 

These five women—Angelica Momerath, Bettina Bizar- 
rini, Castra Fidelis, Donada Duke, and Effervesca Fizzi — 
were pulled in off the street by the editors of Insipid Ro¬ 
mances to discuss the subject of fruit adoration. They are 
women just like you, not high-flown ivory tower intel¬ 
lectuals. Of the five, only Castra, who works in a produce 
stand on Fulton Street in Brooklyn, considers herself an 
expert. Angelica is a housewife; Bettina, a bookkeeper; 
Donada, a receptionist; and Effervesca, a derelict. Still, 


their debate was hot and heavy. So was their breathing. 
Here’s the rest of what they had to say: 

D: Plums are fun, too. I love to lick the pits. 

E: Apples are the apple of my tongue. 

A: Mangoes. Mangoes and bananas. I guess I’m just a 
tropical girl at heart—and everywhere else, too. Espe¬ 
cially around my torrid tropics. 

B: Have any of you individuals ever thought about 
what you could do with the bowl? 

C: Oui. Put ze grapes in ze bowl and sit on zem. 

D: Peaches. Fuzz lust. Make love to a cop with a pit. 

A; Are coconuts fruit? I like to put one under my tum- 
tum and roll around on the floor. Sometimes I fall off if 
it’s too big. 

E: Apples are the apple of my tum-tum. 

B: Lemons squirt, too. Also limes. I’m a citrus-type 
individual. ' 

C: Oui, oui! Oh, ze lemon juice is oui, oui! Squeeze ze 
lemon juice on ze grapes and do oui-oui-osh-osh-oo-la-la! 
C’est fou! C’est fou! 









I like to think I’m a very normal girl. I 
enjoy cleaning house, doing needlepoint, 
watching “The Edge of Night,” hiding in 
closets, and playing volleyball in the bath¬ 
tub. I’m five-feet-six in my stocking feet— 
but I never wear stockings; I’m blue-eyed, 
blue-nosed, and purple-lipped, because I’m 
sloppy with my toenail polish. And I have a 
sweet personality. If I had to describe my¬ 
self, I’d say I was nice. 

I’m eighteen years old, and I’m not shy or 
prudish, but I do go to the church of my 
choice regularly. My choice is usually a dif¬ 
ferent church every week, though, so I’m 
not sure whether I’m Presbyterian, Jewish, 
or Black Muslim. I may even be Hindu, or 
possibly even Irish. 

Back in 1968, when I was only twelve, 1 
saw something terrible on television. “The 
Edge of Night” was pre-empted to show 
something called a Democratic Convention. 
I saw all these awful, horrible, long-haired 
hippos in the streets of Chicago, inflicting 
hideous wounds on the bodies of helpless, 
peace-loving policemen! I asked my father 
where those awful people came from. He 
said, “College.” 

So I decided I would never go there. 

In 1969, though, my daddy passed away, 
and I was left in the care of my mother. 
Mother always hated Daddy. She used to 
hide in closets, too, but she did bad things 
there! She would whisper radical slogans to 
the sweaters! 

But once Daddy died, she came out of the 
closet and said those horrible things to me. 
I don’t know why, but they made my skin 
tingle and made me feel very afraid, very 
hot and sexy. I knew they must be sinful. 

Then, a year ago, when I got my last 
senior-year report card. Mother spoke the 
words I’d hoped she’d never say. “Your 
grades are excellent, Poopie,” she cooed. 
“Your teacher, Miss Erables, thinks you 
should go to college.” 

I could feel my face go taut with pain and 
anguish. My own mother was going to send 
me to that den of depravity! “No, Mommy, 
please,” I pleaded, thrusting out my wrists 
and knees. “Don’t send me to college! Not 
that! We weren’t meant to have the forbid¬ 
den fruit* of knowledge! I don’t want to 
learn how to hurt policemen!” 

But Mother only sneered. “What you 
want makes no difference,” she hissed 
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through gritted gums. “Now you can know 
my secret. I was never a good American! I 
only moved my lips to the Pledge of Alle¬ 
giance and the national anthem, without 
saying the words. And you’re going to fol¬ 
low in my footsteps—by going to college!” 

It was every Young Republican’s night¬ 
mare. I’d spent my whole life there in Cob¬ 
bler’s Roost, Vermont, a nice, peaceful, 
quiet, all-American town. And now my 
mother meant to send me out among dope 
fiends, rapists, murderers, perverts, and 
scholars. She was sending me to Berkeley 
—to die! 

I’ll never forget the flight out west. I 
wasn’t the only college-bound person on 
the plane. There was another one, a brunette 
from New York (another terrible place I’d 
heard about). We talked a little. 

“Are you going to Berkeley, too, miss?” 
I asked. 

“My name is Eugene,” it answered. “Wan¬ 
na smoke?” 

I screamed and pushed the Lucky Strike 
he offered me—which was almost certainly 
full of you-know-what —away from my face. 
Besides, I only smoke filters, not tobacco. 

When I arrived in Berkeley, I saw that 
everyone wore blue jeans. I felt out of place 
in my gingham party dress and red patent- 
leather shoes. One girl—I think—suggest¬ 
ed I rip it up the middle and wear it open. 
I was horrified. 

One night, I was alone in my dorm room 
crying, when a naked radical burst in and 
threw himself on my bathmat. “My name 
is Joe,” he said, “and I’m not really a radi¬ 
cal. I’m just pretending. I’m really a govern¬ 
ment agent, and I need your help in break¬ 
ing up a subversive ring of underground 
pretzel pushers. But first, let’s do osh-osh 
in the bathtub.” 

It was even better than volleyball. Joe 
did incredible, federal things to my body. I 
loved him. I knew it. College was going to 
be okay after all. Or so I thought. 

Then Joe did something terribly un-Amer¬ 
ican. He told me the truth. “I’m not really a 
government agent. I’m a student posing as 
a government agent posing as a student.” 

But by then I didn’t care. I liked all his 
poses. I loved him. I want to spend the next 
four years posing with him and making osh- 
osh. 


'See article immediately preceding. 



MAKE HIM 
DROOL OVER 
YOUR BODY! 


intimate answers to intimate questions 
on sex. personal relationships, and 
hog farming 

Q. No matter how hard I try, I can't have 
one. I’ve tried for years, but. I can't have 
one. I want one. How do I go about get¬ 
ting one? I need one right away. 

Wretchetta Yoxyporg 
E. Lansing, Mich. 

A. Have you tried it with a guitar wrap¬ 
ped around your teeth? Try it. You’ll 
have one. 

Q. I am a librarian, but my lover is a ber¬ 
serk Bohemian beatnik hippie. He wants 
to make osh-osh to me on the shelves. I 
think this is highly improper. How do I 
convince him that I’m right? 

Ulika Vuvvavoom 
Boise, Idaho 

A. Ask to see his Dewey decimal number. 
If he fails to produce it, tell him you’ll 
take him to your neo-Nazi friends who 
will burn him along with two dozen copies 
of In Cold Blood. Unless he thinks he is 
Joan of Arc, he will see your point. 

Q. My boyfriend died last year of ter¬ 
minal notebook paralysis. I was holding 
his notebook when he died, so I know he’s 
dead. The trouble is, he keeps calling me 
up at odd hours, bothering me, reminding 
me of the good times we had together. 
Then he tells me he has a new girlfriend, 
who is also dead, named Froglodytta Pa- 
kaka. I’ve tried changing my phone num¬ 
ber. I’ve even taken the phone off the 
hook at night, but he still calls. What 
shall I do? 

Bea Baznit 
Wokwok, Nebr. 

A. This is not at all unusual. I am dead, 
and here I am writing this column. I sug¬ 
gest you tie garlic sprigs to your bedposts 
and eat a piece of raw ratmeat before you 
go to sleep. Then, pound your pillows with 
your fists until your knuckles start to 
bleed, because you’ve beaten the pillows 
down into bedsprings. Then, just lie there. 
Soon, you'll be in no shape to answer the 
phone. 




The secret ot deep passion is our special liquid 
distilled from the tropical niburski plant. Known 
to natives ol Guam (or centuries, it's now avail¬ 
able to you in FLAMING OSH-OSH. Splash it 
behind the ears, between the eyelashes, under 
the thumbnail, and watch him come to salivary 
lile. Love as you've never known it-and only 
$ 14.98 

I. Pavlov & Company, Dept. Fo-o, Lick, N.J. 



BE A SLIMMER, 
TRIMMER, 



SUFFER YOU! 

Posture sagging? Belly bulging? Slim down and firm up with FATRACK. 
Pulls, tightens, stretches, straightens. They'll never call you hump" 
again! 


M. DeSade Industries, 1313 Marat Rd., Bastille. Ariz. 



Waded! 


We’re looking for hits: rock, country, soul, jazz, Hindu chants, Chinese 
acordion serenades, odes to filth, duets for matchbook and crumpled 
paper, larvae ballads, erroneous religious hymns, malarkey novelty num¬ 
bers, Broadway scores, humming ditties. WE GUARANTEE SALE IF YOU 
BUY THEM! Send to: Regurgo Songfest Melodic Industries, Dept. 
G.O.T.C.H.A., Plagiarism, Wisconsin 
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Address_ 

City_State_Zip_ 

Check the kind of body you wont: 

□ Noticeable □ Desirable □ Remarkable 
□ Unsupportable 


As one satisfied user says: 

"I can no longer stand in the middle of my liv¬ 
ing room. I have to move around the perimeter 
with my back against the walls. My hubby just 
loves my new tropics, and he wishes he could 
see all the way to the rest of me." 

Try our NO-RISK offer today! Clip the coupon 
below, and we'll send your first shipment of 
BUST-OUTl 

i-! 

I Yes! I want to shoot the works! Send me a 90-day sup- | 
| ply of BUST-OUT! I enclose my old tropics and S43.00. 

■ I understand that if I am not fully satisfied with the ( 
j results I get from BUST-OUT, you will cheerfully re- ■ 
1 fund my tropics. 

I Name_I 


BUST-OUT is the candy bar that adds pounds and 
inches in all the right places —both of them. BUST- 
OUT's micro-encapsulated, time-release nougat cen¬ 
ter explodes into Weight Where You Want It as soon 
as it reaches that part of your body. There is absolute¬ 
ly no danger of finding yourself stuck with a 98-inch 
foot or elbow! But, boyoboyoboy, you'll never be mis¬ 
taken for a boy again! BUST-OUT is guaranteed to add 
inches, feet, even yards to your upper tropics! 




ESEfr 


It's no fun being mistaken 
for a twiggy when you can be the 
whole tree. Try new, improved 

BUST-0111! 

THE CANDY BAR THAT ADDS WEIGHT IN THE RIGHT PLACE! IhHI 











The new TV season is upon us again and CRAZY invites you to join us 
as we take a look at what’s new in the FALL LINE-UP of CARTOONS for 

V4111 I I SIM TV 
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THE BARBARIANS, finding a wav back to the suburbs 
FAMILY dreams of while coping with everyday survival 













Gramps was takin’ his dally nap and Danny-boy was havin’ his Yeah, daily life was never dull 

daily movement in the good old days. 














Verified by autopsy Here’s the PORRIDGE FAMILY A la CHICKEN FRICASEE 



















What’s in store for next year? Well, with the CARTOON STUDIOS 
basing so much of their product on pre-sold, well established, 
LIVE-ACTION shows, here’s what we can expect for 

VIIII IHI I SIM ' 7<5 


TONIGHT 

SHOW 


Johnny Carson 

Johnny’s Guest Host 
This Week- 

THE COOKIE 
~ MONSTER 


AMERICAN 

BANDSTAND 

with 

Archie iS? 

and vgftA 

Jughead 



Million Dollar 
MOVIE 

TONIGHT’S FEATURE 

OOOOO oooooo ooooooooooo 



The NBC 
Nightly 
News 
















And with the swing away from CARTOONS altogether, we can foresee 
the creation of LIVE-ACTION SHOWS based on old, pre-sold, well - 
established CARTOON shows of the past appearing on 

Ml 111 A' HI IMS! /< 


INCH HIGH 


Hi 


STARRING 

DON 

ADAMS 



THESE 

ARE 

THE DAYS mz 

WITH 

Richard Thomas J 
Michael Learned /| 
Ralph Waite - 
Ellen Corby Will Geer 



WAIT UNTIL YOUR 
FATHER GETS HOME 

starring 

Carroll O’Connor 
Jean Stapleton k |4|| 
Rob Reiner if 

Sally Struthers /hfj/ 


IV H \ 


r-- : J 



STAZZIHG- 

jACKie Gleasons akt CMuay 

WITH 


Aupfcey meapows & Joyce i?anpolph 
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CRAZY FAR-OUT FUMETTI #4 


Yes, Serpikette was unlike the other women who donned the 
proud blue uniforms—and her fe llow policewomen quickly saw 

/^XGIoria^X 

-/thmks she s a kangaroo W hard to ) 

wnr Is tho twit XV now - 0r maybe she srV, (elL>^ - 

v I •• \ V waiting tor a bus. — rer*^ 

L (acting up again, 1 


This is the story that once could not be told. But 
now that we've found a magazine dumb enough 
to tell it, we present the facts. From the begin¬ 
ning it was clear that Serpikette was not going 
to be an ordinary Copess. 


} + 

Us | 

* 
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Writers: BILL SKURSKI, NINA MENDE, MARV WOLFMAN 



















But Serpikette ignored the jeers of her companions 



WUOBit 


ESmSF* 


and began her almost impossible task of 
becoming the world's greatest copess. 


Serpikette worked day and night to reach her goal 
after all, it was part of her family's heritage. 


In target practice she attains the 
perfect score—four bullseyes 
and three Sergeants. 


Her father, her mother, her brothers and sisters 
yes, they were all twits, just like Serpikette. 


Serpikette, 

S I must commend you on the'X 
fine job you've been doing 
selling raffle tickets for the "Law 
^ And Order Ball." I think it's / 
time you graduated. 


Then, at 
last, the big 
Jay came . . . 


Her first job on the force was to clean up crime 
wherever it reared its ugly head. 


Pardon us, that should be clean 
up GRIME wherever it reared 
its ugly head. Ahem. 


Here it is, girls 


Hmmmmm 





aaSWSBP 
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Spare some 
change for a 
Vietnam vet, 


Here she 
impersonates 

a telephone 
booth ... 


Then how about letting 

me make an offer you con't 
._ refuse, bubbala?,_ 


Don't pull 
that on me, 
Godfather. 


You mean you ' 
can arrange o 
date for me with 

Euell Gibbons? 


Serpikette follows the crooked Policewoman and finally 
makes contact with ... The Godfather. 


Sensing something is not quite kosher, Serpikette 
decides to don the disguise of a Hippie, and go 

undercover... _ 


In an effort to find the Godfather responsible for bribing 
her fellow cops, Serpikette becomes a master of dis¬ 
guise. Here she impersonates a Jewish Rabbi. 

/^nXriiove. 

under arrest for TSW ° r rest me today,V 
smuggling narcotics ) l \ Rabbi. It s J~* 
v inside of garlic bagels./ ! 


When undercover work doesn't pan out, 
Serpikette is "canned." 
















^ Besides, you're bucking for the ' v \ 

Gold Heel Medal, so take it, tattletale, Here's what 
you get for squealing on your fellow officers. 
Remember, Serpikette, a precinct divided can not stand 
We're one big family here—uh, sort of a giant 
King Family all dressed in blue. 


You squealingN^ 
twit. I'll twist those 
crummy shanti-shantis 
of yours and stuff 
them up . 

your Om. 


But before the Godfather can be 
brought to a quick justice... 


Herfellow workers have no kinder wordsfor Serpikette 






























before you can 


We must cut N. " 
f loose and relieve the\ 
department before we re" 
dried up. Now is the 
time to prune the 
^ precinct ot Paternal / 


Serpikette holds 
press conferences 


' So I said up \ 
against the wall... 
no more running the 
rackets for you, 

S. buster. 


In an effort to exorcise crime from the 
police department, the NAP Commission 
is formed. 


S' Then I told the ^ 
Captain he should be 
ashamed of himself and 
k sent him home to 

his mommy. ^ 








NOW! 


Kick in their heads! 
Rip off their nose! 
Bean 'em in the brain! 
Hit 'em with your toes! 


That's it, 
girls! They're 
weakening! 
Keep it up! 


We kick in male egos 
we're Serpikette's 
Torpedos. 


Now to 
reveal the 
true face 
of the 
Godfather . 


/ We've done 
it, girls. We've 
shown ’em women 
can't be bribed 
or beaten. 


























SHOT'- 


Writer: MARV WOLFMAN Artist: ROBERT GRAYSMITH 
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Don't worry, Mrs. Bloom 
these Bouncy paper towels 
will clean up the 
mess real fast! 


No, Gerald! Leave 
the coffee ... 


I'm terribly 
sorry, Rosie! 


"PAPER. 

TOWEIi 


You see, Bouncy paper 
towels are more absorbent 
then . .. 


Gerald! Leave 
the lady's ice 
cream alone! 


Notice how Bouncy 


Awright, what's 


Let the man eat 
his soup, Gerald. 


absorbs more of 
Gerald than this 
other brand! 


Don't worry, sir- 
Rosie has a roll 
of Bouncy paper . 
Rosie? (ulp!) 


Oh yes! 
Definitely! 


I'm terribly sorry, ma'gm. 


Oh dear Rosie — 


But Bouncy will ... oh 


looks like still 


God! No! Not the 


another job for 


coffee urn! 


Bouncy! 




Hn 
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Writer: STU SC HWARTZBERG 


Artist MARIE SEVERIN 












































































